JTie greater part of his day was devoted to practice, to study, to his
pupils. He was still possessed of the humble spirit that impelled him
to work incessantly. None of his pupils would ever be so arduous.
Gabrielle, closely attached to her family, studying a precious fleeting
hour a week with Dumas, sensed the difference between his life and
that of the Livingstons. Theirs was a more bitter world, A world of
ways and means, with each of them absorbed in the petty problems of
the day, unable to elude the strangling chains of thinly stretching pay
cheques and minor jobs which left them dissatisfied and uneasy.
Only James had a larger interpretation of living.
Being Livingstons, they expected something better of life, and there-
fore were less well-off than hosts of others who accepted the depression
and their ill-luck with a sense of inevitability. Gabrielle was torn in
both directions. She felt the small stings of her daily existence; yet
more and more was accepting the philosophy of Paul Dumas. This
freed her mind for greater effort, enabled her to live on a calmer level.
After the first of the year, she was thrust into an unbelievable sense
of loss, when Paul Dumas informed her regretfully that he would
have to discontinue her lessons until the last of June.
" I'm going on a concert tour through the East, Gabrielle."
Gabrielle looked around the familiar music-room.   " Until June! "
" I'm sorry, too, my dear. But you'll be busy. This is your last year
in high school. There will be the class play, parties, exams, com-
?nencement."
" But not the operetta? " she asked wishfully.   He had already ,
denied her this, but Gabrielle still longed to fulfil her simple ambition.
" Not the operetta," he repeated firmly. " You must sing only your
scales until I return. Then in June, we'll take up your voice lessons
in earnest."
" Oh, good! " There were times when Gabrielle felt that she
would fly to pieces if she were not allowed to use her voice outside of
the dreadful routine of scales. Yet she knew that Dumas was right;
that she was only doing what everyone who had ever mattered in
musical circles had done before her.
* Dumas smiled, his understanding reaching to her from his own
student days. " In the meantime," he reminded her, " I'd like you
to practise the opera scores and to study your French and Italian
diligently."
" I will," Gabrielle promised.
So Paul Dumas walked out of Gabrielle's life for the winter months,
but in spite of his absence the days and weeks flew into the past. Her